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Easter* 



Winds of March at last are o'er ; 
April joys are ours onoe more, 
On this day our souls to saye, 
Christ, triumphant o'er the grave, 
Bose from sin to set us free, 
"Grave, where is thy victory?" 

But while we in Christ rejoice, 
Let us not forget the voice, 
Praying in Qethsemane, 
In a heartfelt agony ; 
Not forget the bitter hours, 
April sunshine, April showers. 

April shadow — Christ was slain I 
April light— He lives again t 
April showers are but brief. 
Sunshine quickly brings relief, 
Darkness ends as it began, 
Death to sin and joy to man. 



The Bird Voices. 



MORNING. 



At dawn tiie robin sings among the trees, 
And aJl the birds of morning make reply. 
They sing that Spring is now approaching nigh, 
While the first sunbeams tinge the eastern sky ; 

Songs ever full of joy, but sung in many keys. 

The bluebird carols in the sun's first rays ; 
He tells us of the coming of the Spring ; 
Who would not feel delight to hear him sing, 
Of flowers blooming, birds upon the wing. 

And all the beauties of those happy days ? 

Full many songs there are ; but all the same 
In meaning and in what they have to tell ; 
That Spring has come at last, and all is weU, 
And flowers bloom, and bees among them dwell ; 

And Nature puts the works of man to shame. 

NOON. 

At noon there is a silence over all. 
But for the chirping sparrows of the street, 
And feathered neighbors, long inured to heat, 
Whose numbers are but few, whose songs are sweet. 

And break the empty stillness with their call. 



EVENING. 

At oTening all the joyous songs depart, 
And from the shadows of the wooded height 
Is heard the hooting of the bird of night ; 
And, hidden in the darkneas from the sight, 

The whip-poor-will seems breaking of his heart 
And with the daylight, passing from the earth, 
Departeth also all the joy and mirth. 



A Day In June* 



Oh ! what is so fair as a day in June ? 
When the gay colored butterflies burst their cocoon, 
When the night-blooming cereus smiles to the moon, 
What is so fair as a day in June ? 

When 'round the blossoms the humming birds come, 
When the honey-bees sound their musical hum, 
When the robins begin their melodious tune, 
What is so fair as a day in June ? 

Oh I what is so fair as a day in June ? 

When the milkweed lets fly its filmy balloon, 

When the squirrel on the branches is drumming his tune, 

What is so fair as a day in June ? 

When the lillies and roses haye burst into bloom. 
And fill the air with their sweet perfume, 
When the sun at the sky-top announces noon. 
What is so fair as a day in June ? 

March may bring Spring, as eyeryone knows, 
April continue by melting the snows. 
May be made glad with the oriole's tune. 
But what is so fair as a day in June ? 

Written when nine years old« 



Jamie and Rtsth* 



Oh I Jamie^s such a great big boy, and oh I so very wise ! 
He knows about most everything that^s underneath the skies; 
And whenever Euthie is in doubt, she goes to him, to see. 
For Jamie's six years old, you know, and Buth is only three. 

And if Buth has lost her dolly, and cannot find the place. 
She goes at once to Jamie, and to him explains the case ; 
And when Jamie goes and finds it, how happy she will be ! 
For Jamie's six years old, you know, and Buth is only three. 

Now little Buth has hurt her head, and she begins to cry, 
But before she's gotten very far, why, Jamie passes by ; 
He kisses her and comforts her, 'tis beautiful to see. 
For Jamie's six years old, you know, and Buth is only three. 

Now, Buthie wants amusement, and Jamie comes her way, 
He takes his little sister and they have a lovely play. 
And, if Buth is not contented, her to suit the game he'll fix. 
For Buth is only three years old, but Jamie's age is six. 

And Buth is Jamie's echo. Summer, Winter, day and night. 
Whenever Jamie says a thing, that makes it just all right. 
And if Jamie pays a compliment, it fills her heart with joy. 
For she is just a baby girl, but he's a great big boy. 



Chiist]xuis« 



The Christmas bells are ringing, 

In accents loud and clear, 
And with their chiming bringing, 

Much comfort and good cheer. 

I listen to their music, 

In the evening's sunset glow. 
And wish I might have heard that song, 

Of Christmas long ago. 

When Angels sang the anthem. 
As it ne'er has been again, 

''Glory to God in the highest, 

Gtxxi will and peace toward men." 

The Christmas stars are shining. 
In the dear December sky, 

And sending down their radiance. 

From their bright thrones on high. 

I look upon their beauty. 

In the evening sunset's glow, 

And wish I might have seen that star, 
Of Christmas long ago. 
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Which guided eastern sages 
Unto the King of Kings, 

Who on that Christmas day was bom, 
With healing on His wings. 

And may that star still guide us, 
This blessed Christmas day, 

Unto the lowly manger, 

Wherf Christ the Saviotir lay. 



9 



Winter* 



The smiles of Summer flee, 

The bird no more pours forth its joyous song, 

And lone and bare the desolate forests lie. 

Where late the wood-thrush chanted his night hymn. 

And bird with song, and tree and flower with beauty. 

Filled all the world with joy. 

Now cold and cheerless seems the threatening sky, 
And yonder, on the long deserted forest oak, 
A single crow breaks silence with a croak ; 
But lo ! the clouds which vail the darkened sky 
Ope silently, and on the dismal earth. 
With beauty that is more than human, 
Falls the celestial snow. 

What power thus endowed the clouds of Heaven, 

And formed this beauteous garment to cheer the dreary 

Winter ? 
He that '* eye hath not seen nor yet ear hath heard," 
His hand alone hath wrought it 

But this is not the greatest of His works, 
Among the lonely soHtudes of Winter ; 
The holy anniversary of Christmas, 
The birth of a diviner religion, 
A higher understanding of Divinity, 
A more exalted worship of the Father, 
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And a more perfect praising of the Son, 

Yea, a better doctrine for mankind ; 

All these among the lonely days of Winter, 

When saddening thoughts steal slowly o'er the heart. 

When trath is most desired and most needed. 

These are the greatest of the works of Gk>d. 

The birth of the eternal Saviour, 

Whereby we are '* sealed unto the day of redemption," 

This banishes the dreary thoughts of Winter, 

And fills the heart of man with peace and love. 

Thus Winter hath its joys, unknown to Summer, 

Its cold skies hold some treasures which Summer knoweth not, 

May God be praised, forever and forever. 

For happy Christmas and its Divine Author. 



Written whan twelve yean old. 
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The American Eagle« 



Emblem of Liberty, bird of the £ree, 
Never a slave wast thou destined to be I 
Myriads perish, through rifle and snare, 
But thou e'er remainest the king of the air. 

The tall, rugged mountain, the great forest pine, 
The shore-cliff besieged by the wild angry brine, 
Are the scenes of thy birth and thy home shall remain, 
Unchallenged by man and unhampered by chain. 

Naught but the deathHEttroke thy spirit can tame ; 
Never will man thy wild nature reclaim ; 
Thou wilt live if a freeman and die if a slave 
At large on the mountain, or at rest in the grave. 

Thou wilt not surrender to all of man's art ; 
The terror of death is not in thy stout heart ; 
Thou wilt fight for thy freedom and brave all in war, 
Till the son of the mountain shall know her no more. 
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The Gicket* 



In the Summer, Fall or Spring, 
It is sweet to hear him sing, 
Now he^s over, now helow. 
Now he's somewhere, I don't know. 

Now he's north, and now he's south, 
Breathing music from his mouth. 
Now he's east and now he's west, 
Never pausing for a rest. 

In the night when I'm asleep, 
Dreaming that I'm on the steep, 
His shrill voice goes in and out. 
Always keeping me in doubt 

He's a friend that's ever dear. 
And the weary mortal's cheer, 
Singing sweetly night and day. 
Driving troubled thoughts away. 



Written when eight jean old. 
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The Christmas Tree« 



Some noble members of the tribe of pines, 
Orew in a wood, in a most lovely place ; 

Their shaggy limbs and military lines. 

The fiercest wintry blasts could not deface. 

But strength and grandeur soon must have a fall. 
And so ere long the fatal axe of man, 

Felled to the ground the grandest of them all, 
And powerless laid the giant of his clan. 

Then bitterly did he lament his fate. 

Thus easily conquered by the race of men ; 

Perhaps to bum to ashes in the grate, 

Or meet some death where life comes not again. 

Nay I nobler was the mission he performed, 

And broader were the paths in which he trod. 

To bring the peace of Heaven where Winter stormed. 
And doubting hearts the holy word of Grod. 

So 'tis with mortal men. When none can save 

From death the friend who lies beneath the sod, 

Be comforted I Each step that nears the grave, 
Is one step nearer to the throne of Gk>d. 
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The Gnyphenes. 



Olittering in splendor, 

Oleaming in the sun, 
They're the ooean^s kings of beauty, 

As o^er the waves they run« 
They rival gold and silver, 

Aye, and surpass them, too, 
As o^er the ooean^s breast they rush, 

And flying fish pursue. 

Burnished gold and silver, 

Polished as may be, 
Can never rival coryphenes. 

Those jewels of the sea ; 
What goldsmith ever modeled 

Gk)ld to such graceful form. 
As may be seen in these fine gems. 

While tossing in the storm ? 

Feeding on the fishes, 

They are fish of prey and glee, 
Nothing can express the beauty, 

Of these rovers of the sea ; 
Their forms and movements graceful. 

To a wonderful degree, 
Their spine fins are ready weapons 

For all things that roam the sea. 



Written whan ten years old. 
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The Twins* 



Two little tender twin blossoms, 

Joined by sweet ties of affection ; 

From the first happy hour of their coming. 

Brightening all hearts around them, 

Like to a sunbeam that f alleth 

Into a cavern, at noonday. 

May they never be parted, like leaflets 

That float on life's turbulent river, 

One of which, falling a prey 

To the merciless strength of the current, 

Leaveth the other to wander 

Alone in the dangerous waters. 

May they rather, like drops of quicksilver. 

Though parted never so widely, 

Always come safely together, 

Strongly as ever united. 

Blessed by the love of the Qod 

Of the earth and the sky and the water. 

May they joiumey in love and in peace 

0*er the pathway that lieth before them, 

Till in safety at last they arrive 

At the gates of the Kingdom of Heaven. 
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Christ Our King. 



In Bethlehem our Lord was bom, 
Upon the happy Christmas mom. 
Doth it not seem a bitter thing, 
That Jesus Christ, our Holy King, 
Should bear the cross and wear the thorn ? 



The King to rule His people came. 

But they reject His holy name ; 

And being slain by basest plot, 

He's found of them that sought Him not, 

And those who did are brought to shame. 

Qod's laws, not man's, alone are just, 
They only call for perfect trust. 
And should we not most thankful be. 
That we live through eternity. 
And do not pass from dust to dust ? 

Oh, Christmas I joy of small and great. 

How can we thee o'erestimate ? 

Then, while we've hands and hearts to work. 

Oh I let us not our duty shirk. 

But all thy blessings celebrate. 
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In Springtime* 



Oh I to be in the country, 

And hear the robins sing I 
The robin and the bluebird. 

The messengers of Spring. 
Oh I to see the violet bloom, 

With many another flower, 
And ''how the little busy bee 

Improves each shining hour." 

Oh I to see the mountain brook, 

That's been frozen for so long, 
Gk> leaping happily on its way 

And sing its merry song I 
The song of the heart of the woodland, 

Where man has seldom trod, 
And where the crafty speckled trout 

Defy the angler's rod. 

Shyly and soft the rabbit sped, 

Through the depths of the shady dell. 
The leaves scarce rustling 'neath his tread. 

But the brooklet marked it welL 
The swallows are making their nests of clay. 

Under the old brown eaves. 
And the buds on the trees are opening 

And sending forth their leaves. 
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For this is the time when the earth is green, 

The time when the sky is blue, 
And the time when busy nature wakes 

And starts her work anew. 
And this is the happy Easter time. 

When there's joy in heart and face, 
For Christ has risen from the grave, 

To save us by His grace, 
And see how everything wakes anew, 

On mountain, vale and plain, 
Bemembering how the Master said : 
Ye must be bom again." 
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The Great Whooping Ctznc. 



With strength in his pinions and courage in breast, 

The great whooping crane is the king of the West 

He loves the broad prairies, where long he has reigned, 

Unhindered, unrivalled, and e^er unrestrained. 

He is fearful of man, but of mankind alone, . 

And defends to the last what he claims as his own. 

He will roam on the plains and will dwell on the keys, 

As long as the rivers shall flow to the seas ; 

While the forest-topped mountain shall lift its proud crest, 

The great whooping crane will be king of the West. 
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The Locomotive* 



It has climbed the ragged mountain, 
It has spanned the mighty deep, 

And has crossed the broadest river, 
As a trout the stream would leap. 

Nor was there halt in its progress, 

At the realm of the pine and birch, 

But the noblest kings of the forest 

Were felled with its onward march. 

The crest of the giant mountain 

And the depth of the river's bed. 

Have succumbed to its wondrous power 
And quaked with its heavy tread. 

And man as our God had promised. 
At our first ancestor's birth, 

Has conquered the land and the ocean, 
And mastered the mighty earth. 
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Wonders of Nature. 



How beautiful is Nature 1 ere proud man 
Had learned to frame his palaoes of stone, 
The woods stood with a g^ndeur all their own ; 
The earth's first monarchs, reigning all alone ; 

For there was not a rival of their clan, 
And none that could dispute with them their throne. 

E'er man had music's secrets made his own, 
The earth was filled with harmony and song ; 
The birds were nature's choirs, a joyous throng ; 
The crickets chirped in concert all day long. 

And nightly also, when the fireflies shone. 

Before the pearl and diamond ever shone. 

Except in ocean's depth and nature's breast. 
The violet and the sweet mayfiower grew. 
And brightly glittered with the morning dew, 
Jewels richer than the monarch ever knew. 

And fairer far than those upon his throne. 

Can man's great castles rival nature's woods ? 

Or are they half as noble as her trees ? 

No : everywhere we look we find it true, 

That we can rival naught that she can do. 

Let us remember who has told us, too. 
Of the field lilies' proof that Gk>d is good. 
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Consider how they grow, and e'er increaae ; 

They toil not, neither do they weave nor spin, 
Tet I say unto you that Solomon the great king, 
With all his royal robes and jewelled crown, 
With all the glory that a king could win« 

Was not arrayed like unto one of these. 



March* 



Wind, rain and sno^ storm, 

Blizzard and gale, 
Bare is the hillside, 

Chilled is the vale. 
Summer and sunshine. 

These do we miss. 
Can we not catch 

One glimmer of bliss? 

Glad news is coming. 

Its on the wing. 
Out with the snow storm I 

In with the Spring I 
In with the green leaf I 

Out with the brown 1 
In with the country I 

Out with the town 1 

Out with the ice pond 1 
Out with the cold ! 

In with the sun^s 

Own store of pure gold 1 

In with the roses. 

Wild flowers and rush 1 



24 



In with the bluebird ! 

In with the thrush I 
See how they gather ! 

Hear how they sing ! 
Out with the Winter 1 

In with the Spring ! 
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On the Wing* 



They have come once more with Autumn, 
As they came before with Spring, 

And the skies are filled with echoes, 
For the geese are on the wing. 

They have left the desolation 

Of those realms of ice and snow, 

For a land of golden sunshine. 

Where a thousand flowers blow. 

They will reach their haven safely, 
And they will not lose their way. 

For a Mighty Power leads them, 
That can never go astray. 

Oh I may that same blessed Power, 
May that strong and mighty hand, 

From the sin and woe of this world. 
Guide us to the Promised Land. 

He it is who guides the wlLd fowl, 
He who marks the sparrow's fall, 

He who gave His life to save us. 
For He is the Lord of all. 



As the wild geese move securely, 
In the paths Thou didst ordain, 

May we reach that home in safety, 
Where in glory Thou dost reign. 
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The Sky Lark 

Behold ! Behold t 

The day unfold, 
The aky lark on his Bunuy wings, 
Breathes muMc, bearing blessings, as he sii 

His Toice will fall, will rise, will roll, 
He is a happy heftveuly soul, 
He tells of little kindly ttungs, 
That bear us up on angel wings. 

He soars into the lofty skies. 
And calls aloud, arise I arise I 
Come up with me and join my mirth t 
Oome into Heaven — leave the earth. 

Oh t do not oling to efirthly things I 
But rise with me, on Heavenly wings. 
Come I Do not fear the bright blue skies I 
But up with me, arise 1 arise t 
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